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I can remember myself sitting there at
the age of twenty-six or twenty-seven
looking with scorn at those bowed heads
and busy eyes, or in futile revery listening
to my own mind as if to the sounds in a
sea shell. I remember some old man, a
stranger to me, saying, " I have watched
you for the past half hour and you have
neither made a note nor read a word."
He had mistaken the proof sheets of
"The Works of William Blake, edited and
interpreted by Edwin Ellis and William
Butler Yeats," for some school or univer-
sity text book, me for some ne'er-do-weel
student. I am certain that everybody
outside my own little circle who knew
anything about me thought as did that
cross old man, for I was arrogant, indolent,
excitable. To-day, knowing how great
were the odds, I watch over my son, a
boy at the preparatory school, fearing that
he may grow up in my likeness.

I knew Blake thoroughly, I had read
much Swedenborg, had only ceased my